PROLOGUE

At the end of the o^em-iKjl cuter the j$ta(je-wiaini(/er.

Stage-manager. I left my house so early in the morning that my eyes
are rolling with hunger like two water drops on a lotus loaf, [Turning
round.] I will just go home and see whether or no there is a meal
ready. [Turning about.] Here is my house. I will go in. [Enters
and looks round.] The ground has been blackened by turning round
iron pots. There is a scent like the savoury smell of grease, and as
a good omen the attendants are running to and fro. !ls there then
a meal ready? Or does hunger make me think the whole world is
made of rice ? Well, I will call my wife. Madam, will you come here
a moment ?

Actress. Here I am, sir.   It is a good thing that you have come.
Manager, My dear, is there any breakfast in the house ?
Actress. There is.

Manager. Long life to you, and may you ever be the giver of good food !
Actress. Why, sir, I have been waiting for you.
Manager. Ah, my dear, is there what I want ?
Actress.  There is.

Manager.  So may the gods bless you.   What is there, my dear ?

Actress. There is melted butter, sugar, curds, and rice*

Manager. All this in our house'{

Actress. No, no, in the market.

Manager,  Oh, you wicked woman, so may your own hopes bo cut off,

and you shall come to naught.   I am like a wisp of grass '2 tossed up by

a fierce wind so high from the hill top and then let fall again.

Actress. Don't be alarmed.   Just wait a little while,   Everything will

be ready.   I have got it, never fear.   You must assist me, sir, in my

fast to-day.

Manager.  What is this fast of yours, ma'am ?

Actress, It's the fast to get a handsome husb'and.

Manager.  In your next life, I presume ?

Actress,  Quite so.

Manager. That's all right then.   But who gave you the idea1 of this

fast ?

Actress. This servant of ours, Curimgostha.

Manager.  Well done, Curnagoatha, well done.
1 jNTfintli. see note p. ix.